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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I.—Mr. Selomon Pratt bagan
comical narration of story, introdwcing
well-to-do Nathan Scudder of his tewn,
and BEdward Van Brunt and Martin
Hartley, two rich New Yorkers seeking
r st. Because of latter palr's lavish ex-
penditure of money, Pratt's first impres-
sion was connected with lunatics.

CHAPTER I1L.—The arrival of James
Hopper, Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt
he degired information about the New
Yorkers. They wished to live what Lhey
termed “The Natural Life.” Van Brunt,
it was learned, was the successful suitor
for the hand ot Miss Agnes Page, who
&ave Hartley up.

CHAPTER IIL.—80l Pratt was engaged
3! cook and the party decided to spend
uly Fourth In Eastwich.

Copyrigat,

CHAPTER 1V.-They took Junch at
Eastwich, Van Hrunt, Hartley, Pratt and
Hopper, attending.

CHAPTER V.—At Fourth of July cele-
bration, Hartley rescued a boy, knowu aa
“Reddy,” from under a horse's feet and
the urchin proved to be one of Miss
Page's charges, whom she had taken to
the country for an outing. Miss Page
and Hartley were separated during &
flerce storm, whieh followed the picnic,
Out salling later, Van Brunt, Hartley,
Pratt and Hopper were wrecked in a

squall,
CHAPTER VL
Ozone Island.

I was pretty busy for the next good
while ‘tending to that skiff. And
geared, don’t say a word. Not scared
for myself, you understand—no, in-
deed. When 1 get drowned, with a
tight plank under me and a pair of
oars in my hand, 'twon't be in the bay,
I'll tell you that. But I was scared for
Van Brunt and hls lordship in the
Dora Bassett. They didn't either of
‘em know the jib from the rudder,
and the valet was too crazy frightened
to be of any use if he had.

But Van was sure to be cool enough,
and the broken gaff would act like a
double reef, so that was some com-
fort. And the squall wa'n't going to
amount to nothing—'twas only a falr
breeze even now—so if Van had sense
ennugh to keep the tiller straight and
let her run they'd fetch up some-
wheres alongshore, 1 judged. And, to
make me hope still more, the squall
had brought a complete change of
wind with it; now ‘twas blowing back
up the bay instead of out to sea.

So 1 squared my shoulders and laid
to the oars, heading for where, judg-
ing by the wind, the land ought to be.
*Pwas darker than a black kitten In
a nigger's pocket, but I cal'lated to be
able to hit the broadside of the United
States somewheres. [ got aground on
the flats five or six times, but along
towards midnight 1 butted ashore at
the little end of nowhere where there
was nothing but bushes and sand and
pines, no sign of civilization. And by
this time 'twas pouring rain.

After a couple of years of scratch
fnz and swearing and falling down I
come out of the scrub into a kind of
clearing. Then 1 discovered a barbed
wire fence by hanging up on it llky
a sheat on a line and located the back
of a barn by banging into it with my
head. Then a nice talkative dog come
out of the barn and located me, and
things commenced to liven up.

While me and the dog were con-
ducting our experience meeting, a
light showed in an upstairs window
a Hitle ways off and somebody sticke
their head out and wants to Know
what's the matter.

“Who are you?" he says.

“My name's Pratt,” says L

“Where are you?”

“Well,” 1 says, * judging by the feel
and smell I'm on top of the pig-=sty.
But I ain’'t real sure. 1 can tell you
where your dog is, if you want to
know.”

“What are you doing round here
this time of night?” he says.

1 told him as well as I could, The
dog was having a conniption fit, trying
to bark itself imside out, snd I had
to say things over three or four times
s0's a body could hear. But the feller
at the window wa'n't satisfled evem
then, 1 never see such a wooden-
head.

“What Pratt did you say you was?”
he hollers.

I told him my name aud where I
hailed from.

“Sol Pratt?" he says. “Of Well-
mouth? What are you doing way
over here?”

“Blast it all!” I yells. “If 1 wa'n't
half drowned already 1 should say 1
was getting wet, Turn out and let a
feller into the kitchen or somewheres,
won't you? And tie up this everlasting
dog.”

That seemed to wake him up some
and in ten minutes or so he comes
poking out with a lantern. I knew
him then. 'Twas Ebewezer Holbrook,
Huldy Aun Scudder's sister's husband,
who lives over in the woods on the
line between South Kastwich and
West Ostable, There was another
man with him and blest if it didn't
turn out to be Nate Scudder himself.
Him and Huldy was visiting over
there, same as he said they was going
to

Nate had more than a million ques:
tions to ask. Ebenezer tied up the
dog—the critter pretty nigh

luto the kitehen. Then Mrs. Holbrook
#id Huldy Ann, rigged up tasty and
becoming in curl papersand bed quilts,
floated downstairs and there was more
questions,

When Nate found out that one of

broke |

down and sobbed when he found 1|
Waw't to be fed to him—and we went |

his lodgers was cast adrift in the bay |

he was almost as worried and upset
as I was. But Ebenezer agreed with us

that there was a good chance of the !

sloop's getting ashore safe.

He sald |

why didn't 1 turn in on his setting- !
room lounge for the few hours b(‘-'
tween then and sun-up, and in tbe'

morning me und Nate could take his

bkunt. So I done it, though 'twas pre-

vawl dory and cruise alongshore and l

cioug little sleep 1 got.

About six o'clock we started. 1
thought first I'd go up to Rastwich
village and telegraph to Hartley. Then
I thought I'd better not; no use to
seare him till 1 had- to. Nate had |
heard about the pig chase and Hnrt-l
ley's doings over there and he pes-
tered the life out of me with questions |
abont that.

“Queer that boy should turn out to
be his brother, wa'n't il?" he says.

“Whose brother?” says I, leaning ,
out over the yawl's side and watoh- |
ing for signg of the Dora Bassett.

“Why, Hartley's,” he says.

“Brother!™ says I *“'Twan't his
brother, No relation to him."”

“1 heard different,” he says. “I/
heard ‘twas his brother, name of Oscar
Dennis. And that woman from the
school was his brother's wife. Some
says she ain't living with her husband
and some say Hartley's right name is
Dennis and that she's his wife and he
was down here hiding from her, Seems
when that boy first dove into the
erowd ‘twas because he'd seen Hart-
ley, They say that when that woman
and this Hartley met, she sings out:
‘My God! my husband!" That's what
some says she said, and others says—"

“She never sald no such thing,” 1
says. “She wouldn't swear if he was
her husband four times over; she
ain’t that kind. And she ain't his wife
nor his sister nor his sisterinlaw
nor his grandmothes's cat’s aunt neith-
er. She's no relation to him and
nelther's the boy. Who's been giving
you all this rigmarole?”

It seems he'd heard it from a feller
that lived next door to Ebenezer: and
the feller had heard it from somebody
olse that had got it from somebody
olse and 8o on and so on. Nigh's 1
could find out it had started from
Hartley's telliag me that the boy was
a “brother outcast.” Some fdiot with
poor ears and worse Dbrains had
thought he said “brother Oscar,” and
the whole string of yarns had sprout-
od from that. Shows yow what ggod
soi]l there is for planting lies down
our way. If lies was fetching ten
cents a barrel the whole neighborhood
wonld have been rich years ago.

All the time me and Nate was pow:
wowing this way the yawl was safling
ap the bay towing my skif behind
nwor., There was a nice falr wind and
v smooth sea and 'twas so clear after
the rain that we counld see the hills
across the bay. But no sign could
we see of the Dora Bassett nor her
passengers. | was getting more wor-
rled every minute.

We cruised along till we got abreast
of the point from where the Old
Home pier was in sight. But the
sloop wa'n't at the pier, No use going
any farther, so we come about and
begun to beat back again the way
we'd come, Scudder was worried
t0o, but his worrknent had caught him
in the pockethook:
ease will always get hold of a feller's
tenderest place,

“Look here, Sol,” says he; “do you
cal'late Hartley ‘Il want to stay teo
my house if his chum’s drowned?"

“1 don't know,” 1 says, impatient.
“No, | guess not.”

“Well now, he agreed to take it for
a month and there's five days to run
vet. Ain't he Nable for them days?™
he says.

I was feeling just mean enough to
"want somebody else to feel that way,
30 | answers:

“Well, you can't hold a lunatie,
‘cording to law, And you and Huldy
Ann have agreed that he's crazy.”

He thumped the boat’s rail. “Crazy
or not,” says he, “I can’t afford to lose
them days. 1 shan't give him back
none of his money.” Then he thought
a minute and begun to see a speck
of comfort. *“Mayhe the shock of
t'other feller's drowning ‘Il make him
sick,” he says. “Then he'll have tQ
stay longer than the month.”

Trust Nate Scudder to see a silver
lining to any cloud—and then rip
out the lining and put it in his
pocket.

By this time he was beating in to-
wards where the Neck Road comes
down to the beach. And there on the
shore was a feller bhailing us. And
when we got close in it turned out
to be Hartley himself.

He was glad eneugh to see me, but
when he found that Van and Lord
James had turned up missing he was
in a state. He'd been kind of scared
when we didn’'t come back during the
night and had walked down to the
beach in the morning to see if he
coulg sight us.

We headed off shore again. Nate
watched Hartley pretty close and I
suppose when he seen that the Twin
didn't show any symptoms of getting
sick, he begun to worry again. He
got out a piece of pencil and an old
envelope and commenced to figure,

“Mr. Hartley," says he, after awhile;
“about them lady friends of yours
over to Eastwich. Do you cal'late
they're going to like where they are?
Secms to me a place that's as easy
to run away from as that ain't the
best place for a boys' school. If they
was on an island now, the scholars
couldn’'t run off. I know a nice’island
they could have cheap. Fact is, 1
own it—that is, Huldy owns it; it's
in her name. That's it over there”

Hartley didn't answer. [ looked
where Nate was pointing.

“Oh!” says I “Horsaefoot DRar,
That's a healthy place for a school
Might do for a reform school maybe,
if you wa'n’'t particular how the re-
forming was done.”

Horsefoot Bar is a little island about
five miles from the Old Home House,
a mile and a half from the mainland,
and two foct from the jumping-off
place. By the help of Providence, de-
cent weather, a horse, two whips, and
a boat, you ecan make it from Well-

e

mouth depot in three hours. And
when you have made it, you can set
in the sand and hang on to your hat
and listen to the lonesomeness, I'd
forgot that Seudder owned it. When !
him and I sailed up that morning we'd
passed it on the ousside; now we was |
batween it and the beach.

“It's a nice dry place,” says Nate,
arguing, “and you might live there
forever and nobody could run away.”

“Humph!" says I, thinking of some-
thing I'd seen in a newspaper; “Hell's
got all them recominendations."”

Hartley was looking at the Bar now.
All to once he grabbed me by the
arm and poiunted.

“So0l,” he says, “what's that stick-
ing up over the poiut there? There,
behind those trecs? Isn't it a boat's
mast?”

proves how dis |

1 looked, and looked once more. !
From where we was you could see a
part of Horsefoot Bar that was out of |
sight from the rest of the hay. As
I say, I looked. Then I gave the tiller
a shove that brought the boom across |
with a slat. It took Nate's hat with
it and eracked him on the bald spot
ke thumping a ripe watermejon. Nate
grabbed for the hat and 1 drove the
vawl for Horsefoot Bar. I'd spied lhel
Dora Bassett's mast over the sand |
spit. \

1n a jiffy we see her plain. She was
Iying on her side in a little cove, just
as the tide had left her. Her canvas
was down in a heap, partly on deck
and partly overbeard, but she didnt
seem to be hurt none. [ beached the
yaw!l just slongside of her, dropped
the sail, chucked over the anchor and
jumped ovér myself. Hartley and
Scudder followed. We was yelling
l{ke loons.

Up through the bunch of serub pines
we tore, still hollering. And then,
from away off ahead somewheres,
come the answer. | was so tickled 1
conld have stood on my head.

In a minute here comes Lord James
to meet us., His lordship looked yel
low and faded, llke a wilted sunflower,
and his whiskers seemed to be run-
rning to seed. But his dignity was on
deck all right.

“Mr. 'Artley,” says he, touching
what was left of his hat; * ‘ope you're
well, sir.”

“Where's Van?" asked Hartley,
brisk.
“Mr. Van Brunt, sir? Up at the

‘ouse, waiting for you, sir.”

“The houseg?” says Hartley.

“The house?’ says 1. Then I re-
membered.

There I8 a house on Horsefoot Bar,
It was built by old man Marcellus
Berry, and in Marcellus' day they
built houses, didn't stick 'em together
with wall paper and a mortgage, like
they do now, Consequence is that,
though the winter weather on Horse-
foot made Marcellus lay down a con-
siderable spell ago, hiy houre stili
stands, as pert and sassy an old gable-
ended jail as ever was, The house
was there, and Scudder owned it
Likewise he owned the sheds and
barn in the back, and the sickly hunch
of scrub pines, and the beach plum
bughes, and the beach grass and the
poverty grass and the world-without-
end of sand that all these things was
stuck up in. As for the live stock, that
was seven thousand hop-toads, twenty
million sand fleas, and green-heads and
mosquitoes for ever and ever, amen.

We fell into the valet's wake and
waded through the sand hummocks up
to the house. And there on the piazza,
«itting in a busted cane-seat chair with
his feet cacked up on the railing and
the regutation cigar in his mouth, was
Vvan Brunt, kind of damp asd wrinkled
s0 far as clothes went, but oltherwise
1 serene and chipper a Robinson
Crusoe as the average man is likely
to strike in one life time.

Wa'n't we glad to see him!
was just as glad to see us.

“Hello, skipper,” fays he, reaching
out his hand. “So you got ashore all
right. Good encugh. 1 was a bit fear
ful for you after you left us last
night.,”

After 1 left him! I liked that. And
he was fearful for me.

“Humph!™ savs I, “1 had a notion
that 'twas you that did the leaving
Talk about dropping an scquaintance!
I never was dropped like that afore!
lLoook here, Mr. Van Brunt, afore you
and me go to sea together again we'll
have a little lesson in running rigging
I want to learn you what a main
sheet 18"

“Oh.” he says, careless like, “I guess
I found it, after a while. At any rate
if it's a rope 1 cut it. I cut all the
ropes in sight.”

“You did?" says I,
apen.

“Yes. That's an acrobatic boat of
yvours;it seemed to want to turn som
ersets. [ judged that that sail made
it top-heavy so | told James to take the
sai]l down. He aidn’'t know how but we
decided that the ropes must have
gsomething to do with it. So I cut
‘em, one after the other, and the sail
came down.”

“Sudden?” says L

“Well, fairly so. Some of it was in
the water and the rest of it on James,
I resurrected him finally and we pulled
most of it into the boat. It went bet.
ter then.”

“Did, hey?" says L
seamanship fast.

“Yes,"” says he. “If 1 were you 1
wouldn't have any safl on that boat
She does much better without one
Then it began to rain and I got somr
of the dry sail over me. I believe 1
went to sleep then—or soon after.”

Nate Scudder's eyes was big as pre-
serve dishes., | guess mine was bigger
still.

“Good Lord!" says l.
James go to sleep too?”

“No,” says Van. *I think not. I be-
lieve James was holding some sort of
religions service. How about it
James?"

His lordship looked sheepish, “Well
sir,” he says. “I don’t know, sir. |
may 'ave been a bit nervous; I'm not
used to a boat, sir.”

“I shouldn't mind your praying,
James,” Van says, sober as a deacon;
“if vyou didn't yell so. However, we
got here on this island about five
o'clock, 1 believe. Rather, the boat
came here herself; we didn't have
anything to do with it."”

I never in my life! They say the
Almighty looks out for the lame and
the lazy. Van DBrunt wa'n't lame
but—

“Well,” says 1. “I'll believe in spe-
cial Providences after this.”

Van jumped out of the chair.

“By George!™ he sings out. “Talking
of special providences; Martin, come
here.”

He grabbed t'other Twin by the arm
and led him down off the plazza and
up to the top of a little hill near the
house, The rest of us followed with
out being invited. 1 know you couldn’t
have kept me back with a chain cable.
I haven't vigsited many asylums .ud
I wanted to sce the patients perform.

“Look here, Martin,” says Van, when
we got to the top of the hill. *“Look
around you."

We all looked, 1 guess; 1 know I did.
There was the old Berry house, square
and weatherbeat and gray. And there
was a derelict barn and a half dozen
pig pens and hen houses stranded

And he

with my mouth

1 was learning

“Did his—did

alongside of it. And there was Horse-
foot bar all around us for a haif mile

or 50, sand and beach grass and hop-

Thousands of American women
in our homes are daily sacrificing
their lives to duty.

In order to keep the home neat
and pretty, the children well dressed

and tidy, women overdo, A female |
weakness or displacement is often
brought on and they suffer in silence,
drifting along from bad to worse,
knu\\infr well that they ought to
have help to overcome the pains and
aches which daily make life a burden.

It is to these faithful women that

LYDIA E.PINKHAM’S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND

comes as a boon and a blessing
as it did to Mrs. K. Ellsworth, o
Mayville, N. Y, and to Mrs. W, I,
Boyd,of Beaver Falls, Pa., who say :

“1 was not able to do my own work,
owing to the female trouble from which
I suffered. Lydia E, Pinkham's Vege-
table Compouund helped me wonderfully,
and 1 am so well that [ ean do as big a
day's work as I ever did. I wish every
sick woman would try it.

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.,

For thirty years Lydia E. Pink.
ham's Vegetable Compound, made
from roots and herbs, has been the
standard remedy for female ills
and has positively cured thonsandsof
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, uleera-
tion, fibroid tumors, frregulavities,
periodic pains, backache, that bear-
ing-down feeling, flatuleney, indiges-
tion,dizziness,or nervous prostration.
Why don’t you try it ¥

Mrs, Pinkham invites all sick
women to write her for advice,
She has goided thousands to
health. Address, Lynn, Mass, !
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touds, all complete. And beyond on

| Own It,” He Says,

one side was the bay, with the water

looking blue and pretty in the fore

noon sunshine. And on tother side

was the mile and a half strip we'd just

salled across, with the heach and

mainland over vonder, Not a soul hut

us in sight anywheres, The whole lay- |
out would have made a first-rate pho
tograph of the last place the Lord
made; the one he forgot to finish,

“Look at it!" hollers Van. "Look at
it! Now what is it?” |

I begun to bhe sorry the kc'r‘[u'l"
hadn’t arrived that time when 1]
thought he was coming. [ cal'lated
he was needed right now., Martin |
geemed to think so, teo. He looked |
puzzled

“What is it?”" he says.
what? What do you mean?”

“Why this whole business. Island |
and house and scenery and quiet and
all. You old blockhead!™ hollers Van, l
giving the other Twin an everlesting |
bang on the haek; “Don't you see? It's |
what we've been looking for all these |
weeks—Iit's the pure, unadaltecated,
accept-no-imitations Natural Life!” |

I set down In the gand. Things were
coming too fast for me. If this kept |
on I'd be counting my fingers and |
playing cat's cradle along with the |
rest of the loons pretly soon. l‘
knew it.

But, would you believe it, Martin
Hartley didn’t seem to think his chum
was out of his mind. He fetched a
long breath,

“By Jove!" he says, slow; “I don't
know but you're right.,”

“Right? You bet I'm right! It's
been growing on me ever since 1
landed. We'll be alone; no females,
native or imported, to bother us.
Here's a bully old house with some
furniture, bedsteads and so on, alrcady
in it. I broke a window and elinibed
in for a rummage. Jolliest old ark
von ever saw. Here's a veranda to sit
on, and air to breathe, and a barn for
a cow and plenty of room for a gar-
den and chickens—whew! Man alive,
it's Paradise! And I want to locate
the man that owns it. 1 want to find
him quick.”

He didn’'t have to say it but once,
Nate Scudder was so full of joy that
he had to shove his hands in his pock-
ets to keep from hugging himself,

“I own it,” he says,

“You do! Scudder, you're a gem.
I begin to love you like a brother. Mar-
tin and I Lire this place; do you un- '
derstand? It's ours from this minute,
for as leng as we want it J

Nate eommenced to hem and haw,
“Well, I don’t know," he says. I don't

“What's

\

Ll\nmv‘s 1 ought to let .you have it

There's been considérable many folks

L 5 -

| pletion, aud the deplorable

| poads
| may at the outset stand the expeuse of
|

{ baving a road bullt, but they streun

%

alter it, and~—""

“Never mind,  They ean't hawe it
We cutbid ‘om. 8See?™

“Whrt will we do for groceries?”
asks Hartley, considoring.

“Scudder 1 bring ‘em to us,
Van. “"Won't you, Sendder?”

‘Well, 1 don't know, Mr. Van Drunt,
I'm protiy busy now, and-—"

“"We'll pay _you for your
cour:a”

*What about beds and cool ing; uten
sils and s0 on?" asks ilartley, coasid
ering som> more, '

“Scudder’ll buy ‘em for us some
wheres.”

“And milk, and eggs, and butter?”

“Scudder-~till we get our own chick-
ens and cow."”

“And—er—woll, a cook?

"

S0YE

time, ol

Who'll do

| the cooking?™

Van Brunt stoops down and slaps
wie on the shoulder,

“Pratt,” says he “Pratt wiil come
here and cook for us, and navigate us,
and be our general manager, Pratt's
the boy!™

“Held on there!” T sings out. “Avast |

heaving, will yon, If vou think for

one minute that 'm geing to quit my |
summer job to come to this hole aad

live, you're—"

“You're coming,” says Van. “Never
mind the price; we'll pay it. Now shut
up! vou're coming’

What can you say to a chap like
that? 1 groaned.

“Live on Horsefoot
“Live on it'”

“Horgefoot Bar? says Van. “Is that
Its name? Well, it's Horsefoolt Bar no
more. I've been evolving & name ever
since | began to breathe here. Breathe,
Martin,” he says., “Draw a good
breath. That's it. That's pure ozone.
Gentlemen, permit me to lntroduce to
you, Ozone Island.”

Scudder grinned. He was feeling
ready to grin at most anything just
then,

“Ozone island?” SAYS Hartley.
“Ozone island. A resiful name. Well
it's a restful spot. Isn't it, skipper?”

“Yes,” says 1. “As restful as being
buried alive; and pretty nigh as pieas
ant."”

-

[Continued Next Week. ]

AOAD WORK POINTERS

How to Ma'e and Mcintair
Mode! Earth Highaays.

USE OF LOG DRAG ADVISED

Beware cf Water and Narrow Tires
Szys Fcderal Buresu of
Rcads—Bost
How and When to Plow.

While Amertean road bullders ave a
capable of construciing good rouds
those of auy conntry of the old wo
they have not been as lova sup
ported as the men of those couniries it
waintaining the highwayvs after con
slate o
many hundred thousand miles of roa!
I8 thus scconnted for, says a bulletin
from the Unlted Btutes offtce of publl
County and towunship official

ously object when asked to provide
funds to rebulld the road that has been
allowed to go to rain

It is Important that farmers learn of

the beneflits to be derived from good

ROAD GRADER AT WORK.

earth roads, that county boards be lm
pressed with the need of a proper
malntenance of the same and that road
builders aud overseers learn how best
to care for the roads in thelr charge
The persistent and powerful enetles
of earth roads are water and narrow
tires, and the coustant effort of the
men In charge of the romds should be

| to guard against thelr destructive ef

fects and rewedy all damage as gquickly | .
[ Ihe portemonnale, a daionty lttle af- |

as possible,  The shaple implements
which have been found to be of great

est assistance in this work are the |
plow, the drag scraper, the wheel serap- |

er, the road grader and the split log
drag,

With a sandy soil and a subsoll of |

clay or clay and gravel, deep plowing,
80 as to raise and mix the clay with
the surface soil and sand, will prove
beneficial, The combination forms a
saud-clay road at a trifling expense
On the other hand, If the road be en-
tirely of sand a mistake will be made

if it is plowed unless clay can be add- |

ed, Such plowing would merely deep-
en the sand and at the same time break
up the small amount of hard surface
material which way bave formed. 1f
the subsoll is clay and the surface
seant in sand or geavel, plowing should
not be resorted to, as it would result in
a clay surface rather than one of sand
or gravel, A road foreman must know
not ouly what to plow and what not to
plow, but how and when to plow. If

| the roud is of the kind which, accord-
| ing to the above Instructions, should bhe

plowed over its whole width, the best
mwethod is to run the first furrow in the
middle of the road and work out to the
sides, thus forming a crown. Results

| from such plowing ave greatest In the

spring or early summer,

In ditches a plow can be used to good
advantage, but should be followed by a
scraper or grader. To make wide, deep
ditches nothing better than the ordl
pary drag scraper has yet been de-

vised. For hauls under a bundred feet |

or in wmaking fills It Is especially
serviceable. It is a mistake, however,
to attempt to handle long haul mate-
rial with this scraper, as the wheel
scraper is better adapted to such work,
For hauls of more than S00 feet a
wagon should be used,

Tu@ llll_lk‘_]lLllg‘&l_ns;L E}',‘_'"""__”}"‘!l_“_"ll_ l}l

Bar,” 1 says.

Public |
Implements to Use |

road work I8 the grader or road md-
[chine. This machiue is especially use-
| ful In smoothing and crowning the
| rond and In opening ditches. A clay
\uulmnll under a thin coating of soil
| should not be disturbed with a grader,

It is also a mistake to use a grader
| Indiscrimivately and to pull waterlal
[ from ditdhes opon a sand-clay  road.
Not Infreguently  tarf, =oll and =it
(from diteh boltoms are piled In the
| middle of the road in a ridge, making
mudholes a certainty. It s hapergant
in using a grader to avold bullding up
the road too much at one time, A roud
gradonlly bullt up by frequent use of
the grader will last better than If com
pleted at one opecation

The foreman frequently thinks his

road must be high in the st In-

stunce,  He piles ap material from
ten Inches to a foot in depth only to
learn with the arvival of the first rain
that he has forai=hed the material for

s many inches of mnd, Al fmaterial
ldmuld be brought up in thin layers,
cach layer well puddled and  trmly
packed by roller or teaille hwfore the
next Is added. A common mistake I8
to crown too high vwith thesroad ma-
hineé on a narrew road

The split log drag shonld be ased
fto il In rats and simooth the read
I when not too badly wished,  Toe dray
 possesses great merit and is 2o simple
in  construction and  operation  that
every farmer shoukd bave one.
| . =

Care of Culverts end Bridges.

All kinds of roads have culverts,
bridges and ditches, nod thise shoutd
tiways be attended to. Paint all iron
tivl woondwork., Keep all eulverts und
titches open,

REVIVAL OF MACRAME.

Ussza This Spring as a Smart Dresa
Qecoration,

The revival of macrame 18 predise
ed from across the scas, and already in
Paris this knolted lace, heretofore atil-
lzedd for houschold decorations, Is by

Ing employed as dress garniturve, Sotue |

of thoe
shrners for the coming suminer are
trimmed with this lace,

The designs wmay be curried ont in
twisted sllK, lustrine thread or, host of
I, In the original macrame cottons or

siariest gowns by Part«dan de-

various degrees of conrseness or fine
ness.  The usual way of working mace-
rame is upon un oblong eushlon stufy.
ed  with emery powder to ake It
heavy amd covered with some bright
colorod materialy

he knotting Is really qulte shmple,
and after a little experio
reproduce, elther from an

R EEERINE=I———

we patierns

nire ensy tn
Hinstration or a plece of macrame. The
first thing to do is to ascertaln the

number of threads that will be re
| quired to form one repeat of a pattern
and these In a well printed Hlostration
| can be counted along the top line of
the lace

ke a buttonbole stitch renresents oue

Each little sectlon looking

long thread doubded so a8 ta forin two
The cross thread Is then Likd ajong the
cushlion and fasteped down with pins

at elither end, and the double threads |

are attached by slipping the donbh

| ends mpler the cross thread, rtoglng

thean over and drawiong through the |
| foop, after which they nre drawn up |
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IN FiISU NET PATTERWN,
tightly The length of the threads
varies according to the elaboration of

|
the pattern and whether a fringe or

tassel finish is required or the lace s
| to Le completed without either For
| the handsome lace Hlustrated, which
in a PParvis shade has almost (he effect
of a beautitul old Greek lace, threads
of aboat a yard and a quarter loug
were required.  The Kknotting of the
single threads on to the “leanders” td
form the crosses of the heading and
the medallion below the second cross
thread is quite eusy to follow

falr In twine colored macrame made
up over a scrap of old rose Du Barry
| brocade, Iz In the fish net pattern, form
el by a knots
worked with alternating threads, a
stitch that Is now in great request for
the fish net macrame used for sleeves

series  of Solomon'sn
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and for whold®blouses. Little blouse ol

cont ornaents are gquickly executed In

macrame by simple Knotting, which

way be carrvied out in one, two or more
’ colors, as desived.

|
' MACEAME FOR TRIMMING,
|
|

To Remove Deopotit From Teaketties.
To remove the deposit from the In-
side of teakettles 61l the kettle with
water amd add to it a diamn or sa
ammonlae, Let It boll for an hour,
when the fur, or petrified substance
found on the meial, will be dissolved
ind can be easily removed. Rinse the
Lettie out well, then boll out once or
swilce before using the contents.

But She Wasn't Pretty.
i “She Is very modest.”

“Ias to be”

“Why 7

“Anybody would to ecarry that face
wround,”

Wanted to Be Right.

“You begun this letter ‘Dear,’ though
t Is to one nnknown.”

“Yes, Shonld I begin it ‘Goat? ™

Huen threads, which are to be had l!l}

L. &E. RAILWAY

WINTER TIME TADLE,
EFFECTIVE NOV. 18, 1906,

o1l xNo. 3

WILST BOUND, Daily  Duaily
Ex. Sun.

AM rn

Lv Jackson 6 10 2 20

O & K Junction 6 15 2 26

I Elkatawa h 20 2 40

Athol 6 10 2 52

| Tallews (I 3 00

l =t Helens 4 59 311

Beattyville Junet 7 07 3 20

Torrent T % 3 <1

Campton Junet 7 4% 37

I Dundee T 52 4 03

Filson s 03 4 14

Stanton O Y 4 Y6

Clay ity 8 25 4 35

I, & IS Junet 9 00 5T

Winchester 9 12 b 20

Ar Lexington 0 55 G 05

NOZ2 O NOod

EAST BOUND. Daily Daily

Ex Sun

P M AM

Lv Lexington 225 T 35
Winchester 3 10 8 13
I. & ¥ Junet 3 25 8 26
Clay City 4 00 9 02
Stanton 4 10 9 10
Filson 426 9 22
Dundee 4 37 0 34
Campton Junet 4 40 o 3
Torrent 4 O7 9 o6
Beattyville Junet 5 18 10 17
St Heleus H 26 | CLI

-

37 10 35

! 45 10 43
Filatawa g 11 10

] O & K Junet 610 11 15

|

|

| Tullegn
Athol

|
|

Ar Juckson 615 %11 20
CONNECTIONS,

L & E JUNCTION—Trains Nos
(1 oand 3 will make connections
[with C & O Ry for Mt Sterling.
| CAMPTON JUNCTION — Al
tra.ns connect with Mountain Cens
tral Ruilway for Pine Kidge anc
Camubton,
| BEATTYVILLE JUNCTION -
| lru.u» Nos 2 and 4 conneet with
[l_, & A Ry for passengers to and
from Beatiyyitle,
| O & KJUNCTION—Traius No.
S and 4 with the Ohio & Kentueky

for lceal stations on O & K Ry.
{ CHAS. SCOTT, G. P. A.
|

O, & K. RATLWAY

EFFECTIVE NOV, 19, 1904,

WEST BOUND  Duily Ex Son

7 ST CLASE 2D CLAse
|

l

! AL M, r.
Lv Jackson 1105 3 00
! O & K Junction 11 15 3 10
| Frozen 1131 3833
Vancleve 11 88 3 2
Wilhurst 1144 3592

| Hampton s 11581 405
Rose Fork 12 05 4 30
! lee City 121 143
| Helechawa 12 19 IR
| Ar Cannel City 1235 & 20

|EAST BOUND  Duily Ex Sun
|

g
! i Uhany 1T CLAss

: A N " N
| Lv Cannel City T 100
| Helechawa T 33 117
| Lee City T45 1 23
{ Rose Fork S 00 1 32
3 Hampton B24 144
! Wilhurst 8 37 1 51
‘ Vancleve 547 1 57
Frozen ShH 90l
| O& K Junction 9 25 2 25
| Ar Jackson 920 230

Sunday passenger train leaves
| Cannel City at 1 00 p m, returning
| leaves Jackson at 4 00 p. m,

M. L. CONLEY Gen, M'gr.

|
‘Mountain Central,

{ Depart Arrive
S54ham Campton 11 30 am
[14d pm  Campton 6 00 pm
[Arrive Depart

1.'1 00 am Campton Jun 10 05 am

4 00 pm Campton Jun 4 40 pm

Muake connection 'with all L &
E passenger trains,
'c-g o —g 0.-'“‘-.-2

Who
will be

President?

This is n Presidential year, and
every man must read to keep
posted on polities. The

COURIER-JOURNAL

(Henrey Watterson, Editor)

[4 a Democratic Newspaper, but it
[prints the news as it develops.

' | One dollar a year is the price of

The Weekly

Courier-Journal

But you ean get that paper and
The Breathitt County News

Both One Year For

$1.50

If you will give or send your
order to the News—NOT to The
Courier-Journal,




